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sEMluch a doe 

Bene. A mod manly wittc Margaret , it will not hurt a Wo 
man : and fo I pray thee call Beatrice , I giuc thee the buck 
lers. 

Murg. Giuevs the fwordes, weehaue bucklers of our 
ovvne. 

Bene. Tfyou vfe them Margaret, you muff butte in the 
pikes with a vice, and they arc daungerous weapons for 
majdes. ’ 1 

Muu Well, I will call Beatrice to you , who I thinke hath 
?g es * Exit UHargarite. 

^nd therefore wil come . The God of loue that fits 
aooue, andknowes mee, andknowesmc, howpittiflilll de- 
feme. I meane in f nging , but in louing , Leander the good 
twimmer, 1 1 oilus the firlf imploier ofpandars, and a whole 
booke full of thefe quondam carpet-mongers, whole names 
yet runnefmoothly m the euen rocle of a biariefee verfc , why 
they were ncuer fo truly turnd ouer and ouer as my poore felf e 
in loue unary I cannot (hew it inrime,I haue tried, I can finde 
out no rime to Ladie but babie, an innocent rime: for fcorne. 


home, a hard rinieiforfchoole foole,a babling nme:very omi- 
nous endings , no, I was not borne voder a riming planner, 
nor I cannot wooe .in feffiuali fcmics:fwecte Beatrice vvoulcift 
thou coine when I cald thee? 

Enter 'Beatrice . 

B«/- Y ea fignior,and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O flay but till then. 

Be At. r Hen,is {poken: fare you wel now, and yet ere T ope, 
let me goe with that I came , which is , with knowing what 
hath pad betweeneyou and Claudio. 

bene. Oncly foule Words, and therevpon I will kiflc thee. 

Beat. F ou!e words is but foule wind, and foule wind is but 
f >ulc breath, and foule breath is no ifo m e, thei fore I wil depart 
vnkid. 

*' ene * I" h c u na ft frig 1 - ted : th e word out of his right fence, 
fo forcible is thy wit, but I mud tel thee plainl v, Claudio vnder* 
goes my challenge, and either I mud fhortly heare from him, 
oi I will fob ferine him a coward, and I pray thee now tell me, 

for 



about Nothing. 

for which of my bad parts didft thou firftfal in Ieue with me? 

Beat. For them till together, which maintaind fo politique 
a (late of euil,that they will not admitte any good part to inter- 
mingle with tliemrbut for which of my good parts did you firft 
fuffer louc for me? 

Bene. Suffer loue!a good epithitej do fuffer loue indeed, 
for I loue thee againft my will. 

Beat. In fpight ofyour heart I thinke, alas poore heart ,if 
you fpight it for my fake, I will fpight it for yours, for I wil ne- 
uerloue that which my friend hates. 

Bene. Thou and 1 are too wife to wooe peaceably. 

Beat. It appeares not in this confeflion,thercs not one wife 
man among twentic that will praife himfelfe* 

Bene. An old, an old inftancc Beatrice, that lin'd in the time 
of good neighbours, ifa man do not ereft in this age his owne 
toombcrche dies, hefhallliueno longer in monument, then 
the bell rings, and the widow weepes. 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you? 

Bene. Qucftion.why an how’er in clamour and a quarter in 
rhewmc , thcreforeis it mod expedient for the wife , if Don 
worme(his confcicnce)find no impediment to the contrary, to 
be the trumpet of his owne vertues.as I am to my felffo much 
forpraifingmy f'elfe,who I myfelfe will bearewitnes is praife 
worthie,and now tell me,how doth your cofin? 

Beat. Verieill. 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. Verie ill too. 

Bene. Seruc God, loue me, and mend, there wil I leaueyou 
too, for here comes one in hafte. Enter Vrfula. 

Vrfuk Madam, you muff: come to yourvncle,yonders old 
coile at home, it is prooued my Lady H ero hath bi n falfeiy ac- 
cufdcjthc Prince and Clapdto mightily abufde, and Don John 
is the author of all, who is fled and gone : will you come pre- 
fently? 

Beat. Will you go heare this newes figniov? 

Bene. I wil liue in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be buried in 
thy eie$:and moreoucrj wil go w'ith thee to thy vnclcs. exit. 

I 1 ■ Enter 
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